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of the winter passed away quietly. It was evident
that war would be declared in the spring between
the principalities and Turkey, and I went home
thoroughly worn out and ill. I went by the way of
Venice, and had my first sight of the city coming
in at early morning from Trieste by steamer. Accus-
tomed as I had been to the color of Turner as the
aspect of the Grand Canal, it seemed to me that
what I saw from the steamer was the ghost of Venice,
pallid, wan, faded to tints which were only the sug-
gestion of Turner's, but still lovely in their fading^
and the impression was more pathetic than it would
have been with all the glow of the great English-
man's palette. My wife met me at the steamer, and
we went home by short stages, for I was too weak to
bear a long railway journey. stanchest
